THE   PLEASURES   OF

blood, and once blood has been shed, there can be
no rest till vengeance has been satisfied.

The Arabs are very proud of their horses, as they
have every reason to be, a true Arab horse being
a lovely creature. As a rule they do not shoe their
horses at all.

One day two men from an encampment near
Mosul were walking along when they saw something
on the road which attracted their attention. Picking
it up, they examined it very carefully, turned it over
and over, but could not come to any satisfactory
conclusion regarding it. The object under discussion
was a horseshoe, but as neither of them had ever
seen such a thing before they could not guess its use.
After discussing it gravely for some time one Arab
said to the other, " Of course I know what it is.
This is an old moon which has fallen down from
heaven !"

The Arabs are very hospitable people, and were
often profuse in their invitations for us to eat with
them. I have once or twice joined the women
in sitting round a big cauldron full of "borghol"
(crushed corn boiled with plenty of fat) and dipping
with them into the one dish, and thoroughly enjoyed
it. When you have a desert appetite it is possible
to enjoy anything. Once my husband and I ac-
cepted an invitation to a meal with an Arab, and
were regaled with chicken boiled with a green
vegetable called "barmiya," and pillau. Our host
would not eat with us, but employed himself brush-
ing the flies away from the food as we ate.

The Arab dance is a very weird performance to
watch. The men and women all join hands, and
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